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- elaimed, dazed and bewildered by his

B

. mo mother ever sang it to child as she

. ¥ool that T*was! How blind! . I should

~ognized your footstep even had I lain
“dead at your doorstep!”

THE SUNSET GATES.
I have often thought, when sunset
Burned o’er the mountain’s crest,
And its strange, unearthly beauty
Kindled along the west,
In a vision of wonderful splendor,
That Heaven's gates were ajar—
And past them I caught faint glimpses
Of the land where our loved ones are.

Bshold!—or is it but fency?—
The sunset gates swing wide,
And I see, through thgir parted portals,
The hiills on the Heaven-side.
The hills that are crowned with sunshine
_Of a day that never ends—
The country where no grave is,
And no one mourns lost friends.

I fancy I catch through the gateway
A glimpse of the goldén street,

And an echo of wonderful musiec,
Mystie, and low, and sweet,

Comes op the winds of sunset
From t%® tountry far away,

Where .the dear, remembered volces,
Sing in Ge®'s choir to-day. .

And see! But a shadow hides it,
I thought that I saw a hand,

That beckoned me to come over
To the beautiful summer land.

©Oh, loved of mine whom I miss so,
Are you there at the sunset gate

To watch for me down the pathway
That leads hame, soon. or late:

Ah, the angels of dusk are closing

¢ gates in the western skies,

And no longer I see the city,
Or the hills of Paradise.

But love, like the soul, is deathless,
And some day—God knows when—

I shall pass through the sunset gateway
And find my own again. .

—~Eben E. Rexford, in N. Y. Observer.
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CHAPTER XVI.—CONTINUED,

“Mademoiselle,” he said softly, “you
teld me your name was—-"'

“De Couedic. Yes, monsieur,” she
answered, with her eyes still fixed upon
the street, though he noticed that she
turned her face away from him.

Was she discovered at last? Could
he suspect, she thought.

“I had thought,” he continued, then
he stopped.

“Mademoiselle, you weep,” he said.

“Yes, monsieur.”

“Who passes in the strest?
lights, what are they?”

“Monsieur, a funeral.”

“Whose funeral, mademoiselle?”

“Alas, monsieur, I think it is the

urial of New France!”

“Mademoiselle?”

“’Tis the funeral of the Marquis de
Montcalm, monsieur. He is being
borne to his last resi.”

“He was a brave man, Mademoiselle
de Couedic, and he died as a soldier
would - fain die, in the front of the
battle line.” /

“He was my grandfather’s friend.
monsieur, and mine. He was so good
%0 me. I know his wife, his children
He loved them and longed to go
back to them. But he loved his coun-
try. his duily, his king, more than ali,
monsieur, and so he stayed, and now
he will never go back any more.”

She put her face down in her hands
and sobbed bitterly. People are as
little children when theyv weep. Where
had he seen that bowed head? Heav-
ens! was it not upon his own shounld-
er? Why, the picture was. the same!
The moonlight was stealing through
the casement just as before. She wore
something filmy and white. It might
have been that night-robe that had

Those

enshrouded the slender girl. His heart
beat so that it nearly suffocated
him, and yet-—de Couedic? - It conld
not be!

“Mademoiselle,” he said, a!! the pas-
sion ‘Surging in his soul quivering in
his vpice, “do not weep. By heaven,
I do not know how or why it is, but
to Seg you weep tears my very heart!
Can it be that T saw you but yester-
day ‘and loved vou, mademoiselle?”

She turned and faced him. The feel-
ing in his voice, the look in his eyes,
as she stared at him, so perfectly
matched her own she had no will nor
power to withstand any longér. De-
liberately she fetched a light from be-
bhind the curtain and set it down on
the table at the head of his bed; then
she stood where the full light would
fall on ker face, and drawing herself
up threw out her arms wide before
him.

“Monsieur!” she cried.
‘not know me?”

“Is it thou, Little France?” he ex-

“Oh, do you

thoughts. “Who could have thought
it? How beaufiful!”

She dashed away the tears with her
hand. She thought he-had not yet
reccgnized her, as he lay spellbound
gazing on her matchless beauty. Her
scarlet lips quivered a moment, then
shaped themselves for sound, and from
her full, soft throat came the notes of
the little Breton cradle-song which he
had heard her sing in the garden of
the Hesperides, “Toutouie, la, l1a!” But

rang it then.
“Anne!” he cried. “The Lady Anne!

‘have known »ou! I should have rec-

ex-
But

“Sir Philip! Sir Philip!” she
“How could you forget?
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he cried in jealous anguish.

“Ah, Philip, my knight!” she mur-
mured, {‘what matters it? ’'Tis you /
love, I love!”

She threw her arms around his

neck; their lips met in one long kiss |
ideals ef |

charged with dreams 'and
The joy, the surprise, were al-
most too great for him.
his eyes; in his wealk state he thought
he would have fainted. It had all come

upon him suddenly with such a shock. |

She had known it for two days. He
had been so desperately woundea. 5

She was the stronger of the two
then and she recovered herself the
sooner. Something assisted her per-
haps. Her throbbing breasj as it lay
upon his own was met by -the pres-
sure of something round and hard.
The little locket! It flashed into her
jealous mind in an instant.

“Monsieur Grafton,” she said, draw-
ing away from him with a sudden
change of mood, “you not only forgot
me, you not only did not know me, but
you That locket, sir?”

“Yes, mademoiselle,” answered Graf-
ton simply, for it was impossible for
him:to deceive this woman, or to evade

“Ah! Carrying another woman's
face over your heart and speaking love
to me!”

“O Anne!” he cried, “there;may be
another woman in the locket, there is
only yourself in my heart”

“Whose picture is there?”

“lI may not tell.”

“Monsieur will not tell?”

“Nay, I can not. ’Tis honor seals my
lips.”

He- wished he had never given the
promise so lightly uttered in sthe cabin
of the Sutherland, but, being given, it
must be faithfully kept. 5

“The honor of a woman?” she asked.

“Of a man, mademoiselle, of a sol-
dier, of a friend.”

“Explain yourself, monsieur.”

“Mademoiselle Anne, I can not, but
I give you my word of homnor as an
English officer, the word of an Amer-
ican gentleman, your mother's land,
mademoiselle, that the ladv of the
locket is nothing to me, that I cherish
the face of no woman except your own.
Ever since those days when I was held
a prisoner in the old chateau, since the
hour—do you recall it?—when I carried
you in my arms and kissed you first,
I have loved you. I have thought and
dreamed of you alone among woman-
kind. When I went away from France
I left my heart behind. You have had
it—you have it now.”

“But the locket?” she persisted,
while the music of his wyords rang
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SHE KNELT BESIDE
BED.

THAT OLD

sweetly in the most secret chamber
of her heart.

“Forget it.”

“Take it off, then.”

“I can not.”

“Can not? And yet she is nothing to
you, you say?”

“Even so, yet that little thing I can
not do. I have sworn never to part
with it until—"

“Ah, monsieur!” she continned bit-
terly, turning away. _“You see! What
can I believe?”

“Believe only that I love you; trust
in my honor; you will laugh at this,
we Wil laugh together, when I am
able to tell you some day. In the
meantime have faith in me. Won't
you trust me?” he continued, as she
shook her head. “Twice I might have
died if it had not been for you. Twice

you have called me back to life. My
life is yours, and yours is mine. I will
not be .denied.” ~He turned and

stretched out his one uninjured hand.
“Come back. If there is the faintest
feeling of affection in your own heart,
if you kncw what love is, you must
know ’tis here!”

She hesitated, she moved nearer,
hesitated again. He strove to rise,
wrenched his arm, covered his eyes
with his hand, stifled a moan. That
decided her. He suffered, and she fled
to him once again, a little murmuring
¢ry, an inarticulate caress on her lips.

Oh, the ecstacy of that moment!

We live long years for the emotions
of an hour, the pleasure of a sec-
ond. We waste lifptimes‘in solitary
kisses, and the sum of dreams is gone
in a single touch.

Anne de Rohan was promised to de
Vitre. She meant to keep her promise.
She was wildly, bitterly jealous of the
woman in the locket, too, in spite of
his assurances, although she really be-
lieved them, and she had never intended
this. She knew she could never be
anything to Grafton. Her reason, her
sense, told her that this was folly, but
the. determination of her mind was
abrogated by the feelings of her heart.
Perhaps because she knew there was
rothing beyond she gave way the more
easily to her emotions. The flood-
gates were open again, the long-pen
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“But you are betrothed to de Vitre?” |

He closed !

| Many of the portraits which adorned
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She knelt beside 1

¥

at -old bed, she

] slipped her fair, round young arm un-
| derneath his neck and lavished caresses

upon him. Her hards played with the
curls upon his forehead. Her eyes
looked love in his, her voice whispeed
endearments in broken tones; all her
being went out to meet his. She was
i trembling with her passion, nervous
at his toueh; she could not be quiet,
she must move or die. She hovered
~over him like an angel of love and
tenderness.

He lay there so white, so pale, so
weak, so happy, with a love that was
as strong. as hers looking from his
eyes. His one free hand she held tight-
ly, pressed it to her breast, kissed it,
fondled it again and again.

And how beautiful she was! One
look in the unfathomable depths of
those great eyes might have told him
the truth before. The sound of that
voice quivering with joy that was al-
most pain should have spoken to him.
How blind he had been—a fool! He
forgot five years of separation and
grieved that he had lost one day! The
past faded away, the future lay in the
distance, the present was their own.

Presently, as the first fierce intensity
of her passion spent itself, she laid her
head upon his” breast and listened in
sweet surrender to the beating of his
heart, hearing that heart throbbing
for her, only .for her. The room was
very still. Words were never coined
to express what they felt, and neither

spoke.
It was dark outside. The night had
fallen. Clouds had swept across the

face of the moon, hiding its splendor.
The sky was overcast, muttered peals
of thunder rolled swiftly through the
chamber. The candle had burned it-
self out, it flickered away; the gray
shadows grew into darkness. It was
deep and still there. In that silence
heart whispered to heart in language
which gods and lovers may under-
stand. Bye-and-bye her arm was
slipped from beneath his head. Had
hours or moments passed, or had they
lived an eternity since the kiss of rec-
ognition? Her head, that had lain so
lightly upon his breast, was lifted.
The sweet lips, whose color he could
dream of even in the darkness, melted
once again upon his own—and she was
zone.

He had not moved or stirred. After
she left him the sweet illusion was still
heavy upon him. He could feel the
presence of her head, the perfume, the
fragrance of her hair, the beating of
her heart. He closed his eyes in the
darkness. Her lips seemed to brush
his own again—again.

Did he sleep, did he dream? All
night long she seemed to be by his
gide.

CHAPTER XVII.
FALLS THE FLAG OF FRANCE.

II RAMESAY stood in his pri-

vate office in the shot-racked

Chateau St. Louis. From

the English batteries at
Point Levis the cannons were continu-
ously firing upon the already ruined
lower town, and even upon the castle
itself. From Townshend’s intrench-
ments on the landward side the heavy
siege guns which had been landed from
the British ships were raining shot
and shell upon the upper town and
the citadel. Fiedmont, the French
chief of artillery, was making what
reply he could. The fleet of Admiral
Saunders in the basin had been mov-
ing up toward the lower town during
the past week, and as de Ramesay
‘watched them, large boats full of
troops were even then being landed
on the meadows and flats at the mouth
of the St. Charles river and were being
drawn up in columns under cover of
the ships’ batteries, as if preparing
to approach and storm the gate
nearest the bridge.

De Ramesay had just come in from
a tour of the walls. It was a hopeless
outlook indeed before the governor.
He had done his best, but the end
was approaching. Sad indeed is the
moment when we realize that our best
is unavailing. The rations of all had

vation stared them in the face.

BEnglish fire.
in which he stood was riddled with
shells. There was a great gaping hole
in the roof of his cabinet, through
which the rain poured dismally.

The temper of the garrison had
grown worse and worse. Nothing
whatever had been heard from de
Levis. De Ramesay felt that if an as-
sault were delivered it could not be
met. His garrison originally con-
sisted of 150 troops of the line, some
400 or 500 colony troops, and the local
militia, but had been much reduced by
death, wounds and starvation, and was
growing less every day. The colonial
soldiers and militia had heen desert-
ing in handfuls.

Presently Capt. Rouvigay entered.

“Monsieur,” he said, _saluting, “a
body of merchants, headed by Monsieur
Daine, are here to see you, and——"

hall ‘of the chatean, captain,” inter-
rupted the governor gloomily, ““and
summohn the officers of my staff. Let
some one go for Mensieur Fiedmont,
if he can be spared from the walls.
We need his counsel”; : :

“I omitted to state, monsieur,” con-
tinued the young officer, “that the mer-
chants are accompanied by the officers
of the city militia.”

“Let them all come together, I will
see them all. I know what it means,”
said de Ramesay despondently.

A few moments after he entered the
great hall of the bullet-ridden castle.

it had been destroyed by the fire of
the enemy. Grim old Frontenac, the
unconguerable, however, still kept
watch and ward over the territory he
fmd loved, now fast slipping into the
hands of the hated English. -Had he

up floods were out onceé more.
this time there would be no confining

been in de Vaudreuil's place, thought
‘de Ramesay, they might not now be

e -.;‘»:}E:'aﬁ l’”"

“Bid them attend me in the great !

been reduced and reduced until star-|
No !
part of the town was safe now from the i
The very chateau itself |

[

. their

their meeting this morning.

the rain beat and the win] swept in
mournful harmony with tke thoughts
of the peopie who crowded the room. .
At the lower end were congrega‘ed a
body of the most influential eitizens
of the town. Their plain but rich
dress, comfortable cloaks, prosperous
appearamnce, proclaimed that they wers
men of substance and condition. A lit-
tle apart from them stood the officers
of the colonial militia in bedraggled,
weather-stained uniforms.

The merchants faced de Ramesay
boldly. The eyes of the citizen sol=
diery sank to the ground, and they
looked everywhere but at him. They
shifted uneasily under the stern gaze
of the veteran commander, while their
hands played nervously .with = their
sword-hilts. De Ramesay was attensed
by the officers of his sta®. able uol-
diers all; some of them were f#renched
with rain and covered with marks of
exposure ta the inclement
weather, which showed they had just
come from the ramparts. Among
them were Rouvigny, $St. Luc, Fied-
mont, and Joannes the town major,
and with them de Vitre, still under re-
straint by de Ramesay’s order.

The governor stood at the great
table with his officers grouped around
him. The merchants and militia off-
cers. drifted together at the opposita
side. A stranger woufd have instantly
recognized that here were two parties
to debate a serious proposition. Sad-
ness was the predominating note in de
Ramesay’s face; haughty pride and |
contempt flashed from the eyes of the !
nobles and professional soldiers at his
back; dogged determination was evi- |
denced in every line in the portly fig-
ures of the merchants; and stubborn
shame spoke from the drooped heads

|
of the militia officers, |
|

“Messieurs,” said the * governor
quietly, “you have asked an audience
for a purpose which I can but too well |
divine. Will you speak vour mind and |
have done with it? The gentlemen of :
the counter first.” ]

He turned inquiringly to the mer- |
chants, but no one apparentiy cared !
to break the silence. No one wished
to assume the stigma of being the first !
to make the proposition in furtherance
of which they had asserabled.

‘“What, gentlemen!” continued de
Ramesay sarcastically, “ are your de=-
sires so base that none of you have

even courage to mention them? Mon-

sieur Daine, it was at your house, I
am informed, that the gentlemen held
Will you

speak 7"’

“Monsieur le Chevaligr,” stammered
Daine, flushing and paling by turns,
‘“‘we are—we cannot—we do not—in
short, we came to beg you to surrender
the, town.”

““Ah!” said the governor, “and why
should I give up a charge devolved up-
on me by his majesty il:e king?”

“We are starving, monsieur,” an-
swered Daine more boldly: “our dweli=
ings, our shops, our warehouses ara
ruined. We can do no more. If the
English break into the town, if they
storm the walls, we have over 2000
women and children here. Thainlk af
them, sir!”

“True,” said de Ramesay, “but so

kez window-panes |

|
|
|

of Ihousands
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Wonderful Exhibition
HOLIDAY GOODS

AND DON’T FORGET \OUR BIG
STOCK of LADIES’ and CHIL~
+ DREN’S -CLOAKS
TOURIST COATS, FURS, SKIRTS, WAISTS,
GLOVES,” HANDKERCHIEFS,
MUFFLERS,

and everything you need for the Holiday wear.
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and RAIN COATS,

Bros.,

THE BIG DEPARTMENT STORE.
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prices.

expect quick selling when it

prices. Call and see them.
pride in keeping.
der at our pride.

LEX NG T ON,

OF PRICESTHERE IS AFALLIN SOME LINES OF

and.we are able to offer some excellent goods at 1'edt1c'efl
The lot consists of Cups and Saucers, Fruit
Saucers, Oat Meal Bowls and plates at 10c each.

Queensware is a line of crockery that we take particular
And /when you sece our complete
assortment of this handsome Crockery you will not won-
Just step in some time and look it over.
We won’t say how low they are.

SMITH & CHICK

OPPOSITE STREET CAR CENTERN

A BREAK
K E ROE

We

is known that these are the

Come and see.

KENTUCKK

R i e o e i

mar e

A Farm All

homeseekers in the Great

Kansas, Colorado,

‘'exas.

long as we have arms in our hands the
English will not break through the
walls. Is it not so, gentlemen?” ;
“Vive la nouvelle France!"”
“Let us, die for the flag!”
“Vive le roi!”
“Death to the

!” broke n
confused acclamalions from the littls
group of officers behind the chevalier.
The others were silent.

[To Be Continued.]

English

Fulsome Praise That Had Upon It
Object Anything but the De-
sired Efiect. X

Barrett Wendell, professor of Engiish
at Harvard, cannot endure fulsome
praise of any sort or in any disguise,. |
This is well known to Cambridge uny- |
dergraduates, and seldom do any ot |
them offend, relates a London paper. |
At summer schools, where he is in
zreat demand as a lecturer, he does not
escape sSo easily.

A year or so ago, he gave a courss
in English literaturé at the University |
of California. At the first meeting of
the class he asked the members ta
state in writing the benefits ;hey eX=
pected to gain from the course. Many
filled their papers with laudatory refer-
ence fto Prefessor Wendell, but one
voung woman far surpassed all others

“I have long worshipped you from !
afar off,”” she began, “and now coms '
to sit at your feet and sip inspirationa
from your gifted lips.”

Profesor Wendell read the paper ag
the next meeting of the class with this
caustic comment. |

“I have never known of a woman
making such a fool of hers2'f on s
single page before.”
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INCENSE OFFERED IN VAIN. I
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One Meore Glass Would Net Be issed,

One day a fussy fellow met Fathes
Healy, of Dublin, by the seashor> and
thus accosted him: “Father Haaly,
T am undergoing a cure, and I take #
tumbler of sea water three times a day,
Now, I've had my full allowance te-
day, but do you think I might havs
one, just one, tumbler more?”

Father Healy put his head on ofe
side and looked at the ocean, iost i
thought. “Well,” he said, at last, with
a gravely judicial air, “I don’t think
it would be missed.”—Clevelané®
Leader.

A Mild Suggestion.

“Papa,” said little Arthur after his
mother had punished him, “will you d¢
something for me?”

“What is it you want?”

“Marry somebody else, and I wish
you'd pick out grandma, because she's

and August.

Write and tell us where you think of going.

Your Own!

There are at present exceptional opportunities for

Southwest and California.

Low-rate round-trip homeseekers’ and one-way settlers’ tickets,. ,
first and third Tuesdays each month, over the Santa Fe to
New Mexico,

Arizona, Uklahoma and

Very low round-trip excursion rates to California. in July

We will send you

land literature and information about good farm lands at low-

Values in certain portions of the Southwest sure to.g-d-'

prices.
‘vance. We will tell youn about it.

General
%:;::cs::; Passenger
Santa Fe an a e Office. .
Railway Chicago
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SPEND
A Merry Christmas
WITH THE OLD FOLKS.

LOW RATES

VIA

Big Four Route

On December 24th, 25th, 26th and 31st,
1904, also January 1ist and 2nd, 1903,
tickets will be on sale between all local
points on the Big Four Route,” Cincin-
nati Northern R. R.and D. & 1]. R. R,;
also to all points on connecting lines in
Central Passenger Association territory.

Tickets will be good for return to and in-
cluding Jauuary, 1905.

For full information and particulars as
to rates, tickets, limits, etc., call on
Agents ‘‘Big Four Route,” or address the
undersigned.

WARREN J. LYNCH, Gen’]l P. & T. Agt.,
Cincinnati, Ohio.
J. E. REEVES, Gen'l Southhern Agt.

Blue Grass Traction Company.

Cars leave Lexington for Paris
every hour from 6a. m. to 9 p. m.,
except 11 a. m., 1 and 8 p. m. Leave
Paris for Lexington every hour from
7 a. m. to 10 p. m., except 12, noon, 2
and 9 p. m.

Leave Lexington for Georgetown
every hour from 7 a. m. to 11 p. m.,
except 11 a. m., 1, 8 and 10 p. m.
Leave Georgetown for Lexington
every hour from 6 a. m. to 10 p. m.,
except 10 a. m., 12 noon, 7and9 p. m.

Car 14, carrying freight express and
trunks, leaves Lexington for George-
town at 3:50 p. m. Leaves George-
town at 10 a. m. Leaves Lexington
for Paris at 11:35 a. m. Leaye Paris
at 1:45 E m.

Freight rates, also special rates for
excursions, for supper and theatre

arties, and for school, business and

amily tickets can be had on 3

applica-
tion at the company’s office «H&Vest :
in street,

Kentucky.

'MEXICO IS
TEMPTING

Inthetwo continents of America thers is no
more charming and delightful country for a
vacation trip than Old Mexico. At every tarn
some novel sight or sound claims the traveler's
attention.everything is new and different.

From St. Louis 1o Mexico City, the M. K. & T.
R'y operatesa Pullman sleeperrunning through
without change. This sleeper leaves St. Louis
at 5:32 p. m. every %V on the *‘Katy Flyer."?
Rates are low now. Write for particulars and
copy ef booklet, ‘*Sights and Secenes in ©id

exico,” 10
63 K TY 29

ST. LOUIS, MO.

In Bell Telephone stock during the firss
three years of the Company's existence

This is evidence of the enormous profit pro~
ducing properties of a company supplying
publicintercommunication. THE AMERI-
AN DE FOREST WIRELESS TELE-
GRAPH COMPANY HAS MADH THE
MOST RAPID ADVANCKNMENT ENOW

IN CONNECTION WITH A NEW DI

COVERY. United States Government has
adopted De Forest System, New, important
contracts all over the world assure enor-
mous profits. Stock purchased under “Spe-
dal Treasury” plan before Oetober 1 will
receive FIRST 2 1-3 PER CENT. He
LY DISTRIBUTION IN CASH, payable
October 15. Write for full partieulars 1o

GREATER NEW YORK SECURITY CO.
Sole Fiscal Agents,
41-43 Wall 8f], New Yerk.

A$10 INVESTMENT
NOW WORTH $50,000

COSts

we mail )

Nowelujes,

ts)
25cens]




